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Sha!'owness and Inanity
o/ the Ordinary Talk
- (Game of Draw---
opular Stage Poker

ne
ir fact that nearly
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nane, no
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This sort
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man and
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1T 1 T certainly
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T w r if that's n1

to huy me that brace-
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1 Hilda shuffles cards.)

ir hleat any one
Salvation Army m!:‘l!“

1 Wall Street Soup Kitchen! |

p rd Polly! I'll turn

! i Hilda hands out cards

i | rise ind gos up s:age 1o

t hts as Polly shuffles.)
! \ 1 better, when she deals.

A 1 flushes! You drew two
to the last one
I leallng)=—T had a hunch
! Y had a nerve! (Hilda has
tag ind pressed button on
" t go on) There—that's
I Indignantly, with cards In her
What do vou mean-—that’s bet-
He' re hecause you are win-
i {deal y Al the money!
He r loser every hour he lives!
l 1 me just now with three aces
wnd!  Three aces!
J ve played with you before.
I ingrily)=—Do you mean to in-
Come—comi (She picks up
To Joe) Play the game. What
' 1,0
next to Polly)—When
I pa (He throws his ‘:lrds;
1 i t—two dollars. (They
Willie, whom they dlscover
sleep.)
Well? Well?
g)—He's nsleep again!
her ice)—Here, little |
Willle—they're off! (Willie's lips
he rar drops from hlis
¢ table,)
v wonder!
I ihends over and douches him
( m)—Willie! Wake up!
W (starts)—Eh-oh—who won the
{sweetly)—This is another
4 Willie, dear * * * we are looking
{ more of your money.
Oh—(He plcks up hi -.wdw).}
T'hanks for the Iinformation,
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jollar Mr, Morgan,
righ (H« ints out a
ns.)  Who dealt the cards?
nelv)—Polly
» f that, TI'1l stay
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Bright Eyes on the train

I play my cards when I have
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CONVERSATION AT TH

conversation is faithfully reproduced.

I'-~'!\i (with dignity)—And you call at his cards again). Sort of reck- Polly—Yes, he is! He's a foolish| in)) JI—er—what's the use? You can't Hilda—What did you have, Polly?
yourself a €entleman! aren't you, Joe? guy, Willle Is! That's what makes him| Iy h cind « Tuck! s put s - ; 2
Joe (anxiously)—Now Polly! Polly—You know Joe! The boy|so thin! | ehips downy Il tet you call. Mr. Mer. | POY—Flusht (As she pushes her
Polly—Let me tell you something, Joe| plunged! I bet he ain't got a thing— Joa (to Polly)—How many? | rick. cards away Joe grabs them.)
Garfield! No man with any real class| but a straight flush, | Polly—Well * * * Just for fun, I'm| Bob—I drew to a middle straight and Joe—Flush! (He spreads them out
mentions a subject like his wife in the Willle—I got to trall along How | going to play them as they fell ‘ didn't make it. (He throws his cards |face up.) Four diamonds and a spade!
presence of the lady he's Keeping come-| about you, Polly? (A8 he puts up Joe (furious)=No! * * * Poker's a| down, P ‘aughs and puts her hands | (He points to them in horror.)
pany with! chips). rotten game! | out for the pot,) Polly—The other diamond is the one
Willis I wish vou two would lear 'ollv—Well—seeing it'e Joe—I'l1l just Polly—It's all in the draw Joe—You didn't let her * * * Oh, my |you've been promising me for so long,
o stop your scrapping. (8he hands him 'o0st him ten, (She puts up.) Joe—And me with threes. (He takes| God! dear, (All laugh at his anger.)
! nk.) T OB | i Prmiais two cards.) You can't beat my luck
olly (angrily)--His wife ®* * * why I'olly—Only ten more, darling; that Hilda (crossly)—Your luck! I haven't — = = e —— —
don't you go back to your wife? mean any more to you than your | held a hand to-night
Joe (remonstrates)—Now, Polly & * ¢ t eye Joe—Oh—you—you don’'t get cai t T H E S M A S H lN T H E E A R
lob—1I'll open this one, too. Five Joe (anxiously)—T—t—ten more? in Dutch like I do!' Do ver? I'm a
ta olly o8 ol only 'a he an=-| fo ( y the game at all 11 bet &
'lul\’\“.l q:»- -I'm there, nvlr.-e 1l ( 1‘:‘-1\-- ‘\l\hl::': \:E: n-:llly..n. Sl f.r’:'!]--t...,::}:'} IR ' Continurd from Eleventh Page. bought advertising space to that
Hilda (throws her rards down an- Joe (firmly)—I'll stay. Polly (looks at the table carefully)— 1 F W e voad :m';:-nm; ; 2 .
grily)—1 haven’t seen a pair to-day, 1 Believe me, he's got ‘em, It must be a very litile one. 1 can’t lll" tz;';'. ":-:.\hl" hlnl. ..Ilr ‘”;“n::\l.\:hr”-‘: | th ’<‘-I-t;”:-l:l| ln;u‘z ':‘l;lnn:lnl:‘.: w“:;l' :-lt]-"r!:!:;f
Pol I'm coming atong, You can' . sea it at all, \ ey SRS B e v ity tfple, i e R Y 8 i
Willle (to Joe. who Is studying his| “II‘L.\”‘ dear * * * but In the mc-| Joe—Oh! lend me a white one. some-] 188 thée water: e, .--._\-..r_vl ! merical gush. Their cash was comfort-
cards)—Well, Joe? YWell? Y"I‘I can't| clte ment I'm afraid you've neglected | body, pretty frocks and a ¢ to wear them! | ably located in 3 per cent. bonds or b
make ‘em grow! someth Come on with the ten! Bob—1 think it's my firs: bet, Suddenly the Winburg Civic Art League per cent. mortgages, according to a
Pol Give him time—he likes to| (8he points to the chips at centre of| Polly—Of course [t is—but Joe just| became a vocifer e "\“""'j man’'s fears or his activities. But the
dream hi with us, | table.) | love: to put up. with the desperate resolves which come | §500 worth of advertising In each of the
Joe (firmly)—I'm coming in! (He Joe—Oh! (He puts up reluctantly.) Willie—Mine are too small. (Throws| With sidden emancipation, it clamored| five papers was not designed to appeal
puts up chips.) | Polly—Naughty, naughty! down the cards.) 80 yeheme for the speedway that its| to the solld, conservative investors. Tt
Poll Some ly lock th door 1 Joe—How many cards? | Polly—And ten, (8he puts up. There : was heard from park to park and appealed in large black type to the
there's s« thing doing? Bob—One is a pause as Joe looks a card from river to pond people, for this was essentlally a peo-
Joe—And 1—I1-—1I ralse {t t en dol Willie—=Two. ly pretends to be very patient.) Immediately after Wi rg Civie | ple’s movement!
lars loe (stops dealing in disgust)—Oh, Joe—l—er—vyou stood pat? Art League had exp ed its enthusi- A man could invest as low as $10 in
I*al No? Anything less than fulll'I hell! Polly (very politelyy—=Yes, dear istie feel sam Arn 1 went to the a shars of Speedway Improvement
wes is dead |  Willie (winks #lowly)—Holding a Joe—Well * * ¢ (He picks up ! re five newspapers with an extremely rare stock and as high as $100: and for his
Willle—=Ten more? Humph! (He I kicker | maining chips and starts to pu: them nd precious $600 for hem and stock he could secure a hold on a home
1
SURPRISING THE PARSON AT HOME AND ABROAD

| vou have them all right
1eal
1dlyy—Your hand is dead!
! Mr. Merrick?
e, please
1 $)—There! Willle—quick
cards then sleep in peace, |
m nod.)
LI B | I'll take a
m a card as Hilda
ind soda.)
I wred M Cary?
I
polite to laugh
fake vour bets, ptease! |
| aren’t good eno ! |
ne on, Willle! Come on! |
| less you win What did|
(She quick put her |
discard and starts
hips.)
to look at wt! (He
t to take 1irds.)
y—Let my cards alone,
{ ol i hand and
at the anger in her
don't belleve me, call—
chips are for,
rood Of getting sore?
in kid yourself, hut you
« * ¢ Deal the cards and
Tack Thank Ciod there's
f your money we've got a
i cnrds and deals)—A man's
to #it in a poker game with

1 reanember, once 1 told my

(caldly)—T1 beg your pardon!

FOR ANOTHER SORT OF FEAST.
Savage: “De King send me, sah, to dress you for de feast.”
Missionary: “Ah, then you are his valet, I suppose?”
Savage: “No, sah! I am his chef.”

LOGIC.

Parson: “How is it I haven't seen you at church lately?”

Hodge: “I aan't been.”

By SAVILE LUMLEY By J. H. THORPE

E POKER TABLE

“Who's Shy?’ and “I
Pass” Examples of Ex-
pressions Dear to the
Lovers of the Great
Pastime

site in the North road subdivisiom
Safe, too; perfectly safe! The Mer-
chants and Manufacturers Bank, oven
the signature of Presldent Frazier,
guaranteed the securlty of every dol-
lar! IKither the company Wwnas coms-
pleted, the money Invested in positive

profit bearing real estate and the speed-
wuy bullt, or «lse the money was to be
returned at the end of six months by
the Merchants and Manufacturers
Bank plus 4 per cent, interest, And the
stock could be bought at the bank! It
was llke a savings account, with a beau-
tiful big gamble attached BEverything
to gain and nothing to lose

President Frazler looked up In surprise

at the man who came in with Sam Ar-
nold He was a broad jawed, mottle
faced old Jrishman who for years had
been the forlorn leader of the distressed
and discredited minority party, but in
whom the years of disappointment had

left no bitterness. Hope sprang anew
in him every spring and fall.

‘Good morning, Tim,"”
with scant cordlality, and
wonderingly at Sam.

“Morning, Gowernor,” husked
Cassidy, and sat down diffidently in
chair furthest from the Jdesk, where
ran fingers through
through the fringe of «
halir at the back of his neck

“What can I do for you, Sam?
Frazier, polishing his spectacles and
smiling hie puckered smile. If Sam had
done nothing else he had brought to the
bank a host of small invest most
of whom would remain as depositors

“Hand me a bouquet and my share of
the profits,” and Sam's red halr seemed
to have an extra wriggle in it as he lald
his hat on the desk » freckles on his

Frazler

looked

sald

he

Tim
the
he
and
gray

his stubby

rlsp curly

"asked

rs,

nose were unusually In evidence to-day,
“I want vou to agree to vote me, at the
first stockholders” mweting of the

Speedway Improvement Company, 10
per cent. of the stock for my services in
promotion.”

OM Tim Cassidy nodded his head and

smiled admiringly at Sam while Presi-
dent Frazier put on his spectacles

“1 don't see what I have to do with
it,)” he said

“You will have,” rejoined Sam. “I'm
ready for you to come into the com-
pany now. Wihh your name at the
head of the list for a hundred thou-
sand dollars worth of stock you and I

can close the balance of the subscrip-
tion in two days."
Frazier turned grave.
in his lips puckered forward,
tone was not unkindly as he
squarely in this swivel chair
young Arnold. "“I'm sorry to
take this thing so seriously, Sam.
You've been advertising a month, and
you've sold something less than a hun-

The wrinkles
but h¥s
sWung
toward
see you

dred and fifty thousand dollars worth
of stock. There is still geven hundred
and fifty thousand te place besides

yOours, And you won't complete your
subscription list! The stock purchases
have been dropping off during the last
week, and I think you've sold all you
can"

The banker was surprised that
report did not seem to discourage Sam
in the least. Instead, the young man
beamed, and in his smile was the hearty
cooperation of his white teeth, his blue

this

eyes, his orange freckles and hils red
hair,

“I've passed out all the stock the
small investors are to get,” sated the
promoter. “I only set aside a hundred
and fifty thousand for them. Frazier,
vou once said that if I got the City
Council to pass the speedway appro-
priation ordinances you'd help me or-

gar

ze this company.”

"“Yes.,” admitted Frazier. "I'd see a
splendid investment in it But the
City Counrcil won't pass the ordinances
I've talked with them They're not
misled by this enthusiasm. They are
sold, consgervative honest citizens,
which I8 why thev are reelected every
vear., ‘Theyv've run this city cheaper
than any city of its size in the United
States, and there is positively no chance
that they would gpoil that record by
committing a five million dollar ex-

travagance.
Sam glanced at the pleased expres-

sion on the face of old Tim Cassidy
“How many investors are repres

in your sale of the speedway stock?"
asked of Frazier

“A raft of them.,” answered the
banker, and consulted a memorandum
card in his daily flle, “Between four
and five thousand."

“Is that enough, Tim?"

“God bless you, boy, it's a-plenty!”

and old Tim beamed on the young red-

head., "“Every mother's son that owns
a share of that stock will vote for the
candidates that's pledged to bulld the
speedway: them and all their fathers
and their sons and their cousins and
their uncles and their pals. What do
vou think of me slate, Mr. Frazier?”
and, hitching his chalr forward, old
Tim displaved a 1list of namq serawled
on a crumpled and sofled legal en-
velope, “They'rs wd men, every one!'"
The puck red smile came on Frazier's
lips, and every v wrinkle on his face
seemed to puncture him at both end
“S8am.” he observed as h reached
for the subscription list, “you have

every qualification for a crook—except
dishonesty.,”

urg lay swathed
even to the ¢
ld elms

The newborn Winl
in a mantle of white

tufted branches of her tall
oaks,

The only spots of color in all the
landscape were the flaming red hair
whivh waved around the face of Rtuth
Arnold beneath her saucy little honnet,
and the flaming red halr of Sam Arnold
where it gleamed bhelow his cap, They

stood on the back porch looking stead-
ily down toward the city

Presently there came a new spot of
color, It rose against the sky jus: over
the City Hall; a gay American flag
jerking swiftly to the top of the flag-
staff, where it suddenly fAaunted out in
the winter breeze

“Old Tim's signal'" shouted Sam,
| “Ginger, the new City Council has
| pasged the speedway appropriation!™
: They spread their arms wide and
threw them around each other, and did
an ecstatic dance up and down the
| porch, Breathless, they stopped tolook
| at the flag again It represented the

consummation of all their ardent hopes.

“At last the speedway's off our
minds!" exulted Ruth,

“Until we get pinched for speeding
on i, grinned 8am, A promoter is
through the minute the money s up.”
by The Noaorth
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